iheHtfioryof 

Moore-'d it ch? 

Falf- Thou haft theme ft vnfauory fmilcs, and art indeedc 
theinofttomparat iiie rafcalleft fweeteyong Prince, But H al t 
1 prerlite trouble me no more with vanity, 1 wold to God thou 
and i knew wherca con modify of good names weretobec 
bought: an old Lord ofchc counfell rated me the other day in 
the ftrect about you fir, but I markthimnot,andyct hee talkr 
very wifely, but I regarded him not, 6c yet hee talkt wifely and 
in the ftrect too.. 

P rincc Thou didft weljfcr wifedome cries out in the ftreets, 
and no man regards it. 

FalfO, thou haft damnable iteration,and art indeed able to 
corrupt a faint'.tliou haftdon much hartnc vnto me, H*/,God 
forgiue thee for itjbefore I knew thee £fo/,Iknew nothing, and 
now am Jjifaman fhouldfpeaketruly,Uttle better than one of’ 
the wicked: I niuft giuc ouer this life, and I will giue it oucr:by 
the Lord and Ido noc,I am a villaine : lie be damnd for neuer 
aKings fonne in Chriftendome. 

Prince Where (hail we take a purfe to morrow Iackef 

FalJ. Zounds where thou wilt lad,ilc make one,and I donot 
call me villaine and baffell me* 

Prince! fcca good amendinentoflifein thee,frompraying^ 
to purfe taking. 

Fatf. W,hyyfW,tis my vocation Hai,cU no finne foraman to 
labour in his vocation. A Eoterpoines. 

P oinet. NowfRall weknow,if Gads hilhaue feta match, 
0,if men were to be faued by merit, what hole in hel were hot 
enough for him? this is the moft omnipotent villaine that e- 
uer cryed,ftand,toatrueman, r - 

Prince. Good morrow Ned, 

Pomes. Goodmorrow fweet Hal), What fayes Monfteur 
remorfe? what fay cs fir Iohn Sacke, and Sugar Iacke? how a> 
grccs the diuell & thee about thy foulc , that thou folded him 
on goodFridaylaft,fora cup of Medera and a coldc Capons 
legg. ? 

Prin, Sir Iohn (lands to his Word , the diuell fhail hauehis 
bargaine.for hee was neuer yet a breaker of prouerbes:he will 
giue the diuell hi sdu« 

P ernes', 
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Voines. Then art thou damnd for keeping thy word with th e 

^Pmce .] Elfe he had bin damnd for Cofening the diuell. 

p on But my lads, my lads, to morrow morning,byfou re a 
clock early at Gads hil, there are pilgrims going to Canter bu- 
ry vrithriclioffnngs , and traders riding to London with fat 
purfes.I haue vizards for you all •, you haue horfes for your 
felucs.Gads-hil lies to night in Rochefter,I haue befpoke fup- 
per to morrow night in Eaftcheap : we may do it as fecure as 
lleepe:ifyouwjllgo,I willftuflfe your purfes full of crownes: 
if you will not, tarry at home and be hangd . 

Fatf, Heareye Yedward,ifl tarry at home and go not, lie 
hang yo ufor going. 

P o. You will chops* 

Falf, fl.i/jwilt chou make one? 

P nnce. Who ! rob? I a thecfc’not I by my faith* 
pal. Theisneitherhonefty,manhood,nor goodfellowfhip 
in thee, nor thou earned not of the blond royal!, if thou dareft 
not ft 1 nd for ten (hillings* 

Pmce. Weli then , once in my daies He be a madcap « 

Falf Why thats well faide. 

Pm. Well, come what will,Ile tarry at home. 

FalfB y the Lord He be a traitour then,when thou ar t King 
Pmce. I care not, 

Po.Sir Iohn,I prethee leaue the Prince 5c me alone,I will lay 
himdowne fuch reafons for this aduenture,that he fhail go. 

Fal. WelI,God giue ihee'the fpirit of perfwafiou,6c him tht 
eares ofprofiting,that what thou fpcakeft,may mou,and whn 
he hearcs may be beleeued,that the true prince may (for recrea 
^ion fakejproueafalfetheefe, forthepoore abufesof thetirr 
1 wantcountenance:farewell,you fhail finde meinEaftcheap. 
Pm.Farewei the latter fpring, farewell Alhollowne fummci 
Pcy.Now my good fweet hony Lord, ride with vs to mo r- 
row.ihaueaieaftto executc^hatlcannotmannagaloneTal- 
ftalffe, Haruey,Rofsill,and Gads hill fhail rob thofe men that 
wehaue already way-laid, your felfe Sc I wilnotbe there :anc 
vvhetithey haue the booty, ifyou andl donot rob them cut 
tms head from my fhoulders. u {’: 

® Prince 
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